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Bottles 


Author's Notes: 
This is just a little experiment. I've never done a slash story before, so yeah. 


One bottle .. two bottles .. three .. God damn Does he even breathe? 

The three friends watched the guitarist with curious eyes. He had been drinking a lot more than he usually did. 
But for some odd reason, none of the three said a word. Other than the absurd drinking, he had not let on 
that anything was wrong with him. He seemed emotionally and mentally in check. But what was up with all of 
this drinking? 

"Hey. Guys. I'm gonna take Richie home." Jon said, standing up. 


"All right. Good luck" Jon nodded and walked over to his friend. 


"Rich ..2" 


"Hey man!" Richie said, slinging his arm around Jon's neck. Damn. How much more can he drink without dying? 
"Hey. Let's get you home." 

"Mind if | stay at your place?" 

"Nah. | don't mind. Isn't Heather going to worry?" 


"Nah." Richie hiccuped. Shaking his head, Jon dragged the older man to the car, forcing him to put his seatbelt 
on. The man is almost 50 fucking years old How many times does he have fo be told fo put his damn seatbelt on? 


Mend a Broken Heart 


Author's Notes: 
Crappy chapter. | know. 


He was thankful for the guest bedroom being downstairs. He didn't have to keep the guitarist from tripping up 
the steps or falling down them. This had become a routine near the end of the Have a Nice Day tour. They'd 
play a concert and afterwards go to a bar to celebrate, where Richie started getting more and more drunk as 
it drew to a close. They had been taking a break from writing songs for the next album to see if they could 
figure out what was wrong with the brunette. So far, not successful. They had written about IO songs, but 
the studio wanted at least two more. But, they ran out of ideas. / doesn’t help that there's something wrong 
with my brother and | dont have a damn clue as to what it fucking is. As Jon walked in, Richie's arm slung over 
his shoulders, he caught a glance from his wife. She had that look on her face that showed a mix of concern 
and sadness. He gave her a small smile. 

"Hey Dot!" Richie walked over to her and gave her a hug. 

"Hey Rich." 

"C'mon, Rich." 

"What? Where are we going?" 

"We're going to get you some sleep." 


"Sleep? Psh. I'm fine." The way youre staggering when you walk says otherwise although you can function fine aside 
from that fact. 


"Rich. Please get some sleep." Dot said, placing her hand on Richie's arm. Seeing the concern on her face, Richie 


sighed and nodded. 


"Okay. Okay. I'll go get some sleep." Jon walked back over and helped Richie to the guest room. Making sure 
Richie was in bed first, Jon left the room. 


"He's getting worse." 
"| know." 


"He's going to kill himself." 


"| know. Something's wrong. | just can't put a damn finger on it" 


"Maybe it has something to do with his family. That's usually the only reason he stays overnight here unless 
the both of you are writing. And he's been staying here a lot lately. Even before you started writing for this 


next album." 


"Maybe." She might have hit the nail on the head 


Nowhere to Hide 


Blurred vision rewarded him as the world spun around him. He tried making sense of things. Where am 1? Who 
was | with? Who AM | with? Did | do anything stupid? Tireless questions he's been asking himself way too much 
lately. His head pounded as everything came into focus. Groaning made it all the worse. He felt like he had been 


repeatedly hit in the head with a baseball bat. That as well had been all too familiar. 


"Richie's awake." Dorothea looked at her husband, who was nonchalantly sitting at the kitchen table, mug of 
coffee in one hand and the newspaper in the other. She could hear that Jon was correct, hearing the sounds of 
someone being sick. A sound that was all too familiar from a long night of partying and getting wasted. She 
sighed as Richie stumbled into the kitchen, feeling sorry for being a mess in front of his best friend and his 
best friend's wife. He had always felt like a burden when they saw him like this although they repeatedly said 


he wasn't. 


"lIl leave you two to talk." Richie sighed as he sat down at the kitchen table across from Jon, watching 

Dorothea leaving the room. Did she have fo leave? The silence was enough to crush him to death. He knew the 
look he was getting, even when he wasn't looking directly at Jon. Jon was most likely donning a disappointed yet 
concerned look. He could almost feel the blue orbs piercing through his skin. Too much raw emotion for him to 


handle. Jon sighed. Oh boy. Here we go. The famous ‘You need to stop drinking Youre killing yourself slowly. speech 
"Rich. Why are you doing this?" 
"Why am | doing what?" The brunette asked, still not looking up from his hands, which he was fidgeting with. 


"You know sure as hell what I'm talking about." Of course / do. Im not stupid "Stop trying to avoid this topic. I'm 
not going to let you continue to do this to yourself only to find out that one day, you passed away because of 
this. | can't have that" Richie looked up and Jon wasn't surprised by what he saw. He could see anger and 
frustration boiling behind Richie's eyes. 


"You think I'm doing this on purpose? In a way, | am. But not in the way you're making it out to be." 


"Then why are you doing it? Every time | look at you, you seem like you're hiding behind a mask. You're not 
showing us your emotions like you used to. You used to wear your heart on your sleeve, mon. Everybody knew 
what you were thinking. What your emotions were. But lately, you've been hiding behind bottles of Jack Daniels 
and whatever else you can get your hands on. And it's not like it's in public eye either. | mean, lately, you've 
been allowing yourself to drink in front of us. But, | know you've been trying to hide it from us. Avoiding 
drinking in front of the band or near concert dates or whatever else we have going on. Don't you think I've 


talked to Heather about this before? What are you hiding from, man?" Richie's fists clenched. 


"That's for me to know." Richie said. Jon could clearly see that maybe he had pushed his friend too far. Just in 
the little that he had said, he'd seen his friend angrier than he's ever been. But what, or who, is he angry with? 
Me? The band? Himself? Hl have to figure this out on my own 


Need Somebody 


"Aren't you going to answer that?" David asked, watching Richie put his phone, which was ringing, back in his 
pocket. 


"Nah. Nothing important." The ringing stopped and David shrugged, going back to the sheet music in front of 
him. Richie went back to absentmindedly strumming his guitar. It wasn't long before it started ringing. 


"Just answer your god damn phone." Tico said. 

| have something better in mind." Richie pulled his phone out of his pocket, this time taking the battery out of 
it and placing it on the coffee table. "There. No more interruptions." Jon looked at Tico and David, raising an 
eyebrow. They just shrugged. 

"Are you sure everything's okay, Rich? You'd usually answer your phone." 


"Maybe | just don't want to answer my phone becouse it doesn't have anything to do with this." 


"Okay. Okay." Richie nodded and went back to what he was doing before. What the fuck is he getting mad at us 
for? We haven't done anything 


"See you tomorrow?" Richie nodded, placing his guitar back in its case and slinging it over his shoulder. 
"Yep. See ya" He ducked out of the studio and got into his car. He had put his phone in his pocket, making sure 


the battery was in it once again. Would he answer if someone called? Probably not. Did he go home? Nah. He 
went somewhere where he could be alone and know nobody would bother him. 


The sand felt nice in between his toes. Yeah, it was a little too chilly to be out near the ocean, being April, but 
it always had a calming effect on his mind. The waves crashing against the shore and the seagulls calling to 
each other gave him a sense of comfort. His phone rang. Might as well answer it. "Hello?" 

"Why the hell haven't you been answering your phone?" 

"Well maybe it's because I've been busy.’ 


"You've been busy for a week while you've been worrying your daughter to death and avoiding coming home?" 


"Why should she be worried? She has her mom." 


"Maybe she wants her dad 

"| dont see why’ 

"Well | forget what | called for now” 
"Good. Are we done here?" 


"| guess." The line went dead. Richie laid back in the sand, allowing sleep to overcome him. Well needed, and 


deserved, sleep. 


"Hey Dot. Will you answer that, please?" Jon asked, pulling something out of the oven. She nodded and picked 
Jon's phone up off the counter. 


"Hello?" 

"Aunt Dot?" 

"Hey, Ava. What's up?" Jon looked at Dorothea. Ava? Why is Ava calling us? 
"Aunt Dot. Have you seen Daddy?" 

"| thought he was at home with you. He left the studio about two hours ago.” 


"No. He hasn't been answering his phone and he hasn't been home in a week" Dorothea covered the mouthpiece 


on the phone. 

"Jon. Are you sure Richie left the studio?" 

"Yeah. He got in his car and left.” 

"Ava said he isn't answering his phone and he hasn't been home in a week." 
"Give me the phone." Jon took the phone from Dorothea. "Ava?" 

"Uncle Jon?" 

"Are you sure, absolutely positively sure, that your dad isn't home?" 


"Yeah. If he was, he would be in the basement." 


"Okay. Well, I'll let you know if we find him. Okay?" 


"Okay." Where the hell have you gone, Rich? 


Shake it Off 


Hey, man. Where are ya? 

You okay? 

Where the hell are ya, Rich? 

Ís everything okay? 

Your daughter is fucking worried about you right now. Answer your god damn phone. 

Running his hands through his dark, shaggy locks, Richie gave a frustrated sigh. Along with those text 
messages, he had about IO more and IO missed calls. Why cant everybody just leave me alone? Can't they see 
that | don’t want to be fucking bothered? One more text came through. 

Daddy? Come home. Please. He suddenly noticed it had dropped about IO degrees, the sun setting. 

How long have | been out here? 

"Any word from Richie yet?" 

"Huh uh. Not a peep." There was a knock on the door. "Hold a sec, Jon" David walked over to the door and 
opened it to see Richie. David hung up, dragging the guitarist inside. "Richie! Where the fuck have you been! 
Huh? You have Ava worried sick. Jon's freaking out. Hell. Everyone's freaking out. You can't do that!" Richie just 
stared with dead eyes at the keyboardist as he continued on. "And another thing." David's voice trailed off 
when he saw a tear escape Richie's eye. "Rich? You okay, man?" Richie just shrugged, sinking into a chair. Okay. 
Now Im concerned "Do you want anything? Would you like a beer?" Richie shrugged. 


"Why not?" David nodded, grabbed two beers from the kitchen, and gave one to Richie. "Thanks." 


"No problem. What's been going on with you lately?" Another sigh and a shake of the head. "We really want to 


know, Rich. You haven't been yourself lately. It's really worrying us." 
"My life's been falling apart, Dave." 
"What do you mean?" 


"My dad passed away. Heather's out the fucking door. All within 9 days." David couldn't help but let his mouth 
fall open. He couldn't think of anything to say, so he just shut his mouth again as Richie looked at his hands. 


"Damn, man. I'm really sorry." Richie just shrugged, taking another drink. David reached for his phone. Found 
Riche. He's not in a good place right now. 


Nothing Really Matters 


Jon looked at his phone. Found Richie. He's not in a good place right now. He texted David back. 


What the fuck is that supposed to mean? He's not in a good place physically? Or do you mean mentally? It didn't 
take long for the keyboardist to text back. 


Mentally. He's broken. Badly. That wasn't good. When Richie was broken, it was bad. For everybody. He's usually 
not the one to be broken. He's usually the most put-together. 


Where is he? 

My house. 

Does he want me to pick him up? 
He doesnt care. 

Okay. Im on my way. 


The drive back to Jon's house was unbearable for both men. Richie felt like he was going to start crying at 
any minute, but he didn't want to. He'd had enough of crying and he didn't want to cry in front of Jon. Yes, Jon 
had seen him cry before, but not as much as he wanted to at that moment. Jon was just as uncomfortable. 
He didn't know what was wrong with his best friend. He didn't know how bad of a place Richie had been lately. 
And its not like the guitarist was helping any. "Are you sure Dot won't mind me being at your house?" The 
sudden voice made Jon jump a little. The half-an-hour drive between David's and his house had been mostly 


silent except for the radio. Usually they would be singing along to it or talking about random stuff. 
"Dot won't be home for a week. She went to visit her mom. Kids went with her." 


"Oh." Jon parked the car but stopped Richie when he went to get out. Jon could see pain, confusion, fear, and 


anger swimming in his eyes. 


"When we get inside, sit on the couch. We're going to talk And you're not getting out of it like you've been for 
the last few weeks. You're going to pour your heart out. Okay?" Jon felt like he was talking to a little kid. Richie 
just nodded slightly, obviously reluctant. And he did just as Jon said when they got inside. Jon sat across from 
him in a chair. "What's been up with you, man?" 


"I'm fine, Jon" 


"No you're not. Tell me. What's wrong?" Richie shook his head. 

"Nothing. It's not important." 

"Will you at least explain to me why you're drinking so much?" The guitarist shrugged. 

| just want to." 

"What did | fucking say? We're going to talk about this. I'm worried about you, Rich. This isn't you. You're 
drinking yourself to death. Do you know that? You're slowly killing yourself. What the fuck am | supposed to 
say to your parents, Ava, and Heather when you're on your death bed? ‘Sorry. | couldn't save him. | tried but 
he wouldn't let me:? Is that what you want me to tell them?" 

"You won't have to." 

"What do you mean? Of course | will. They're your family. They need to know what the fuck happened when 
you're fucking dead. You're killing yourself. Do you even give a damn?" Jon's expression softened when he saw a 
tear roll down Richie's face. 

"It won't matter." 


"What's going on, man? | need to know so | can help you." 


"Jon .. my dad died. You know he had cancer. Then 4 days ago, Heather and l's divorce was finalized" Another 


tear rolled down his face. 


"Fuck, Rich .. why didn't you tell me sooner?" Richie shrugged and sank into the couch. Jon felt his heart drop 


as Richie curled into himself and started crying. 


| Am 


It hurt. It hurt way too damn much. Richie couldn't stop the crying once it started. He's held it back for way 
too long. It hurt Jon to see his right hand man, his brother, cry. Especially since he's Richie Sambora, The King 
of Swing. The man who always had a child-like wonder to him, a bright smile on his face and a witty joke on 
the forefront. Not today. Definitely not today. He looked like he had been through the ringer one too many 
times. Defeated. His eyes no longer had that sparkle to them and there were no jokes waiting to come out of 
his mouth. Jon got up and walked over, sitting down and pulling his brother into a hug. Hell, it was all he could 
think of to try and make the brunette calm down. Richie wrapped his arms around Jon's waist and cried into 
his shoulder, giving into the crushing pain that couldn't be held back anymore. "It's gonna be okay, man. It's 
gonna be okay." Jon whispered, rubbing the man's back like he would his kids' when they were crying. 


| don't know what to do, Jon" Richie managed to choke out. 


"I know. We're gonna help you figure this out. Okay?" Richie could only nod, still sobbing. It was a relief to both 
when Richie slowly stopped crying. "You okay now?" 


"Yeah. l'm sorry, Jon" Richie croaked. 

"For what?" 

"Breaking down like that." 

"It was bound to happen eventually. It's okay. You needed it. Do you feel better?" 
"A little, yeah." 

"Good" 

"Jon?" Richie asked, letting go of Jon and looking him in the eye. 


"Yeah?" That's when he kissed him. 


